Close to your lips, where grace sets up its rest,
quaffing upon the vintage of the skies,
I deeply drank the secrets of your breast
that solves the mysteries of Paradise*
Mine was the gift of tongues at your behest,
and mine Greek lore and Roman to surprise*
Yea, I became an oracle and guessed
all secrets, diabolically wise.
And you became a god, Endymion,
who shared the extreme bounty of the moon
all night, but if of heaven the eldest son
is love, you sipped your nectar with a spoon.
One hour of love with Helen and I'd become
a god to father all Elysium,